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Article 4

The Broken Shoe
by Carrie Porritt
"Driver! Get out of the car with your hands in the air," a hostile
voice shouted. Slowly I opened the car and no sooner did one foot touch the
ground than I looked up and saw the hollow barrel of a gun pointed at me.
lt was black and had a clip to hold all the bullets. I could tell it was a 9mm
Glock and knew one nervous twitch and I could be dead. The man behind the
gun was a blur.
"License and registration, please."
"Ah, hold on, it's in my pocket," I responded. I had one hand in the
air and the other one in my back pocket searching for my wallet.
"I found it." Beads of sweat were hanging off my brow.
"How do you know the right front passenger?" he questioned.
"His name is Kevin. I met him at a party last year." I remembered
something that I learned from watching too many episodes of talk shows. If
ever questioned by the police answer all their questions and keep your
answers short and concise. This idea played over and over in my head like
a broken tape recorder. I didn't want to say too much and get myself in
trouble.
"Left backseat passenger?"
"Andy; he lives in my neighborhood and I used to go to school with
him before he moved. "
"Right backseat passenger?"
"That's Andy's brother Eric."
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"Do you have any illegal substances in your car?"
"No, Sir."
"Can I search it?"
"Sure, I don't have anything to hide." After I said that I regretted it.
What if I did have something in my car to hide? I wasn't really sure about
Andy and Kevin and what they could have on them. My shirt felt wet and
cold. My temperature must have risen by at least five degrees because I was
sure sweating like a pig.
"Wait in the squad car until I get back," he demanded.
"Okay." Was he searching my car? What was happening? All I
could see was the steel mesh with plexiglass in front of it. It had tiny holes
that never ended. There was a rust spot that was almost the color of dried
blood. As I stared at it, it seemed to be eating away and spreading a disease
to everything it touched. A reflection of light blinded me. I reached for the
door handle and yanked on it. I moved to the other side of the car and pawed
at that door. I found that door handle didn't work either. I went to what I
thought was the middle and sat completely still. I knew the windows would
not let up on the pressure they were exerting and the mesh was holding its
ground with a frontal attack. So I closed my eyes and waited.
With my eyes shut so tight I could see red blood vessels as the sun
penetrated my eyelids, I thought about all the stuff that we'd been doing that
day. I thought about playing Hearts. Kevin and I were partners; he mastered
the skill of passing the old bitch. He learned this skill while in jail. We won
all the games we played. After a few games, and the guys sipping away at
the Mad Dog, Kevin asked, "Would you mind running me and Andy to a
friend's house?"
"Sure." I hesitated. I wasn't sure if this was one of their drug runs.
He told me we could stop at the mall afterwards and he would buy me a CD.
I thought the idea of him giving me something was kind of weird
because I knew he never had any money. I remember the day his mom
chased after my car wearing her purple McDonald's uniform. Her gray,
frizzy hair was sticking out from the sun visor hat she was wearing. Her
arms waving through the A like the tentacles of an octopus. I looked in my
rearview mirror and saw this creature coming at me and screaming, "What
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do you think you're doing with my son?" When I saw this mad woman
chasing my car I stepped on the gas and got the hell out of there. Later,
Kevin told me his mom has been hospitalized a few times and his dad was
murdered in Pontiac. I felt a sense of pity and compassion for him. He lived
such a hard life and only was seventeen. I could relate to his feelings of
isolation and loneliness. We were a good couple. I loved him when nobody
else did and he returned the favor.
I opened my eyes and I was still in the squad car. At that moment I
questioned, What am I doing? Is love worth losing everything I care about,
growing up, doing good for society, going to college? Right now I have an
A average in school. I'm in all these extracurricular activities. Even a
member of the national honor society. What am I doing in the backseat of a
police car? I looked back up at the burnt sienna rust spot and realized this
was a place for the common criminal. I am a criminal. I'm no better than
Andy or Kevin. All of a sudden I heard the car door swing open.
"I'm giving you a ticket for going 55 in a 40. I should also give you
a ticket for fleeing and eluding a police officer. That is a felony and I can
take you to jail and send your passengers walking. But I won't. Consider
yourself lucky. And by the way, get some new friends. Those guys are
nothing but trouble. I've run into those kids before and this won't be the last
time I see them."
I had gotten off and nobody ever figured out I was a criminal, I
thought to myself. I was the one that drove Kevin and Andy around to pick
up drugs. For what reason, I asked myself? I decided I wanted out. I had
too much to live for and I no longer needed Kevin or anybody for that matter
to make me feel complete.
A week later Kevin and this friend Jason rode bikes over to my house.
I walked outside and an icy rain drop hit my face.
"Hey, guys. What's up?" I said. The rain was freezing but
refreshing. I felt every drop hit me and I was constantly reminded of my
humanity. Then I looked at Kevin and his bright blue eyes looked back at
me. I could get lost in those eyes if I stared too long. So quickly I turned
my focus to his bike. It was a pink girl's ten-speed. Huffy. Jason's bike
didn't look like it belonged to him either. It was a tiny BMX.
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"Where'd you guys get the bikes?" I asked.
"We stole them." Kevin said this in such a nonchalant manner, like
it didn't matter that he ripped off some little kid's birthday or Christmas
present. I was bothered by this and irritated that he could do such a thing.
"Can we have some food?" he asked as he put his frigid hand around
me. I was melting with his touch so I ducked out from his arm and said,
"Sure. Come on in."
"We have the munchies," they said at the same time.
"Here's a few pop tarts," and gave the box to them. The only time
I left the room was to get the pop tarts. But otherwise I kept my hand on the
door knob the whole time. I didn't know if I could fight off the temptation
of Kevin any longer.
"Bye," I said and opened the door.
"Thanks. I love you," Kevin said. I tried to forget those words he
said, but they seemed to chisel their way into my soul.
I didn't really think much of that visit. I was scared that Kevin would
never go away or my feelings for him would never go away. But otherwise
I didn't think anything out of the ordinary happened.
I decided I would sit and watch Friends when I heard knocking at my
door. My mom said, "Get out here. Now!" Standing in my living room by
the door was this huge man. He was wearing all brown and had a badge that
said Oakland County Sheriff. I looked in my driveway and there was a White
Blazer that said Oakland County and had lights on the top. I could feel
tingling in my toes but I played it cool. I knew I had to.
"Do you know who vandalized your neighbor's house?" he asked.
"No. I have no idea what you're talking about."
"Well, your neighbors called us because someone broke some china
in their driveway. They told me they had some trouble before and you took
responsibility for it. I know there are a lot of bad kids in this neighborhood,
like Andy Knuckler. Well, anyway, these kids are trouble makers. So stay
away from them." Then he gave my mom his card and left.
After he left, my mom and I went over to see what was broken in my
neighbors' driveway. It was a little white shoe about two inches with pink
and red flowers. I saw a little pink flower with white chips around it lying
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on the black pavement.
"That's my shoe that I got when I went on my honeymoon! That shoe
was sitting on the shoe cabinet before I left to get groceries. How did it get
out here?"
"Kevin and Jason must have stolen it while I went in the kitchen to get
them some pop tarts. I'm sorry, Mom."
"I don't ever want you hanging out with those kids again," she said.
She went on ranting and raving about her shoe but I ignored her. I was hurt
that Kevin would do this to me. I was thinking to myself about how much
those shoes mean to my family. I'm supposed to inherit the collection when
she dies. If he stole that, what else would he steal? Right then I made a
promise to myself I would never talk to him again.
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